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the night before the battle. Right under our eyes, and half surrounding the
town, was the Earl of Warwick's delightful park, a wide extent of sunny
lawns, interspersed with great contiguities of forest-shade. The guide pointed
out some of the Cedars of Lebanon, for which the Warwick estate is famous.
The roofs of the town, beneath and around us, were partly slate-covered,
(and these were the modern houses,) and partly covered with old red-tiles,
denoting the more ancient edifices. There was a great fire, a hundred and
sixty years ago, which destroyed a large portion of the town, and doubtless
many structures of great antiquity; for it is said to have been founded by
Shakspeare's King Cymbeline, in the year One of the Christian era; and
Imogen and Posthumus may have strayed hand-in-hand through the country-
lanes about Warwick. "

The day, though it began so brightly, had long been overcast, and the clouds
now spat down a few spiteful drops upon us, besides that the east-wind
was very chill; so we descended the winding-tower stair, and went next into
the garden, one side of which is shut in by almost the only remaining por-
tion of the old city-wall. The garden has a grassy and ornamental part, with
gravel-walks, in the centre of one of which is a beautiful stone vase, of
Egyptian [25] origin, having formerly stood on the top of a Nilometer, or
pillar for measuring the rise and fall of the river Nile. On the pedestal is a
Latin inscription by Dr. Parr. There is likewise a vegetable garden, the lion's
share of which belongs to the Master of the Hospital, and twelve little ad-
jacent patches to the individual brethren. In the farther part of the garden
is an arbor for their pleasure and convenience; and no doubt they find a
good deal of occupation and amusement here. The Master's residence (forming
one whole side of the quadrangle) fronts on the garden, looking at once
homely and stately, and just as it may have looked two or three hundred
years ago; except that then the garden may have been rather more quaint,
with old-fashioned eccentricities of the gardener's art, than it is now. The
Master's name is Harris, and he is a descendant of the Earl of Leicester's
family, a gentleman of independent fortune, and a clergyman of the estab-
lished church, as the laws of the Hospital require him to be. I do not know
what his official emoluments may be; but doubtless, the brethren being so
well-to-do, the Master's place must be especially comfortable and jolly. It is
pleasant to think of the good life which a suitable man, in this position, must
lead, linked to old customs, [26] welded in with an ancient system, never
dreaming of change, and bringing all the mellowness and richness of the
past down into the midst of these railway-times, which never make him
or his community move one whit quicker than of yore. I wish I could know
him.

From the garden we went into the kitchen, which is a fine old room, with an
immense fire-place, beneath an arched oaken mantel which really seemed al-
most as spacious as the city gateway. The fire was burning hospitably, and
diffused a genial warmth through the room. Over the hearth were crossed